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chapter | 


Author's Notes: 
There aren't many (if any) Slash/Scott pairings, so | made one of my own :) Started as an old unfinished one- 
shot but has twisted into some multi-chapter angst fest. 


Chapter |. 

He took another long drag on the cigarette before tossing the butt across the street in frustration. 

The rain had stopped IO minutes ago, leaving the ground slick and him sopping wet, covered in goosebumps. The 
weather was unusually cold for a Los Angeles winter, must've been close to freezing, which made the rain that 


much more unbearable. 


The streets were deserted; the only sound in the desolate city the water dripping off the awning he had taken 


refuge under. Seemed unnatural for no one to be out, even at three o'clock in the morning. 


Scott dug the heels of his hands into his eyes, forcing back tears which kept stubbornly clouding his vision 


Unable to fight the overwhelming darkness any longer, sobs tore through his body, wrenching him dry until 
nothing remained. He hugged his knees closer and buried his face in his arms, begging for everything to just 
stop. 


He didn't know how his life had gotten so bad. He couldn't remember when it all began or why he even cared. 
All he knew was that it hurt, hurt so fucking much it consumed him, controlling his every movement, every 


thought until he couldn't recognize his own face. 


And what was "it" exactly? What tormented him so much he contemplated of taking a gun to his head, just to 
make it stop? 


Himself. That was probably crazy; he'd doubted his own sanity on more than one occasion. But it was true. 


He couldn't be the person everyone wanted him to be. Slash, Duff, Mary, they all thought of him as strong. 
Thought of him as unbreakable and fearless. 


But he wasn't. No matter how much he tried to convince himself otherwise, he could feel the darkness lurking 


deep inside his soul, clawing and tempting, just waiting to consume everything he worked so hard to regain 


They told him they believed in him and meant it, there's the worst part. He couldn't let them down, not after 
all they did Duff's long nights comforting him, protecting him from the hideous world. Slash's supportive gaze 
and encouraging words. And of course, Mary. She stayed with him through all the tough shit. 


Sure, they fought. Screamed and yelled the most hurtful vengeful slander they could. But she always came 


back. Always came back with a lover's embrace and words of a better tomorrow. 
Too bad tomorrow never came. 


Everyday became a struggle, fighting to keep control of his life and his mind. When left alone, with nothing to 
do, that's when the monsters came out. They skittered from the deepest recesses to whisper the most 


horrible, nasty truths. 


He'd managed to stay busy: writing, exercising, performing. The tour kept him occupied most of the time, but 
once a week, usually over the weekend, the band would take a break, the guys going back to home to see their 


families. 
As long as Mary's around, that was the best time of the week He always looked forward to returning home 
and kissing her with the most passion he had ever felt in his lifetime. He wouldn't break. Wouldn't doubt. 


Wouldn't give in to the temptation in her loving arms. She kept him sane. 


Mary was in New York for the week. 


She said she would be visiting some old friends. Which she had every right to do. It wasn't like he could stop 


her. 
God, he's pathetic. Couldn't go three fucking days without his wife. 


Taken by a wave of self-consciousness, Scott forced himself to stop blubbering like a baby and pull it together. 
He had to start moving. Get off the lonely street and think about something else. Like football. Or Bon Jovi's 


hair. 
He strained to push himself to his feet and set off drifting down the road into the night.. 
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Scott dropped his bag on the chair and flopped down onto the soft bed, letting out a drawn out sigh of 


exhaustion. 


He'd looked forward to this moment for hours: to close his weary eyes and let sleep carry him away. But, 
much to his dismay, no matter how heavy his eyelids were and how much he longed to drift away, sleep was, 


of course, fleeting. 


In fact, he couldn't remember the last full night's rest he'd had. The evening before was spent with the band 
After rehearsal (which he was late for) they all hit the town, either gambling or going to strip clubs, where 
Matt seemed to live recently. Not that he could blame the guy; he wasn't tied down, why not have a fucking 


good time? 


By the time they finished, dawn had long past and everyone gathered to eat breakfast at some fancy diner. He 
wasn't up for anything more, but they argued that one night without sleep wouldn't hurt him, and he was 


inclined to agree or face one hell of an explanation 


He had thought of the stash still hidden behind the end table, taped to the side so no one would find it, more 
than once. He knew if he went back to using, there would be no stopping the inevitable downhill slide. But it was 
tempting. The lure still existed and would always be present, trying to entice him into its grasp. 


He rubbed his fatigued eyes to try and erase the tempting images flashing behind his eyelids. There was no 
time for that shit. He needed to be 100% for the show that night. 


The band was booked to start the new tour at the Troubadour, a place the other guys held close to their 


hearts. It was a "hometown" show of sorts. To him it was just another dark club with a dark past: 


The cell phone next to his ear chirped, jolting him from his thoughts. He fumbled for a second before bringing 


it to his ear and answering. 


"Hi baby." It was Mary. God, had he missed her voice. She wasn't supposed to come back for two more days. 
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"Hey sweetie. How is everything?" 


"Great, everything is fantastic. New York is beautiful" Her voice wavered and sounded uncertain, full of worry 


and sorrow. 

Scott sat up, instantly alert and concerned. "Mary? Are you okay? What's wrong babe?" 
"Oh god Scott, | made such a mess of things. I'm so sorry," she sobbed into the phone. 
"What happened? You can tell me, I'm here for you." 


His words of consolation only seemed to make her cry more. "I know, | know, that's what makes this so hard. |, 


| don't know how to say this baby..it was an accident really." 

He waited for her to continue, his heart beat resounding in his head. 

"l, um, | slept with someone." 

Scott stared vacantly at the floor, struggling to get his mind to start working again. "You..you what?" 
She began sobbing again but nothing penetrated the deafening silence that suffocated him. 

"Mary, please, don't do this to me, please." 


‘lm so sorry Scott, so so sorry. | didn't mean to hurt you, | just..things got out of control, | don't know what 
happened baby, | swear." 


He squeezed his eyes shut tightly until they burned. 

"Please say something. It was an accident baby... 

"An accident?" He roared into the phone, finally standing and letting out his rage. "You don't accidentally sleep 
with someone! | loved you, | gave you everything and you, you sleep with another guy! Did you even know 
him?" 

"Joe. His name was Joe. We went to college together, it was never serious, we just got a little drunk and..and.." 
"And you fucked him." 


"| said | was sorry.” 


"You know what? | am, too. l'm sorry | ever trusted you. I'm sorry | loved you." 


"Scott, Scott please, you have every right to be angry. But this hurts me too, honey. | love you. I've always 


loved you. Scott? Just listen to me for a minute, please..." 

He hung up the phone numbly, gazing at the hunk of plastic lying innocently in the palm of his hand. 
All gone. 

No, no. Strong, he kept repeating, | am strong. 

Stuck in a time loop. 

Nothing makes sense. 

It was all a lie. Never once sincere, all a lie. Never once sincere, all a lie. A lie. 

Hi baby. 

From the beginning, it meant nothing. Meant nothing, means nothing. Nothing. 

It was an accident 


Never is an accident. The needle can't accidentally get there. Can't accidentally fill with death and impale the 
vein. Can't. Improbable possibility. Can't. 


| said | was sorry. 

Sorry is overrated. Everyone is sorry. 

The world came into focus again, like clearing a foggy window, still smudged with condensation 
Scott noticed with a distant curiosity how the phone morphed into a syringe. 


Already filled with brown liquid, his hand unsteadily brought the razor sharp point to his arm, resting the cold 


metal against his skin. 
Just once. Just once. 
He didn't even feel the tiny point pierce his vein or remember depressing the plunger, but the overwhelming 


flood of comfort was distinct. 


To be continued... 


Chapter 2 


Author's Notes: 
Sorry it took so long to update. Still figuring out how to use a fucking computer it seems :D Thanks to 


everyone who reviewed, you guys rock! 


Chapter 2. 

Too bright. Way too fucking bright. 

"Close the fucking curtains!" 

| roll over and pull the sheets with me, wrapped up tightly like a cocoon against the cold. 


This is not going to be a good morning. | can tell already. My head is throbbing and stomach churning, partially 
from not eating in the last couple days and partially from being strung out. 


"Get out of bed, baby." 
Her warm body sidled up next to me, trailing sloppy kisses along my jaw and sucking on my neck The thought 
of her lips on me is repulsing, even more so is the feeling. Lips that large, pumped full of silicone, only look-- 


and feel--good on your dick. Anywhere else and they're considered ass lips. 


"Not now," | groan, shrugging her off and burrowing further into the tasty bed. She'll be pissed, | know. Ass 
Lips'll get over it though. 


The bed shifts and groans as she abandons me and stomps off, slamming the bathroom door behind her. | was 
hoping she would get the hint and leave entirely. 


Please don't tell me l'm gonna have to pay her first. It wasn't a particularly good fuck, marginal at best. Hell, 
she gets to tell her friends she slept with a fucking rock star. That should be enough. 


Maybe if | go back to sleep, she'll be gone when | wake up. What was her name anyway? 


Chandra..ca..cass..Cassandra? Jackie? | don't remember. Nice tits though. 
The door creaked open and soft footsteps padded to my bed. Ol Ass Lips doesn't give up easily does she? 
“Scott? Baby? I've got something for us." 


Her hot breath tickled the hairs on my neck. | know | should kick her out, she's more trouble than she's worth, 


but that would involve moving, something | am firmly against. 
"What do you want?" 

"Look" 

"At what?" 

"Just look.! promise you'll like it." 


Fuck, anything if itll shut her up. | prop myself up on an elbow and look over my shoulder. The bright light 


behind her made me squint, but | could see a tray, lines of coke laid out neatly. 


| begin to refuse. Just did heroin last night, wouldn't want to add another relapse to my list. Besides, I'm strong 


enough to come down from the smack myself. Don't need coke to help, to use as a crutch. 
"Aw..come on. Itll help." 

"| don't fucking need help." 

Scratching my balls, | rolled back over and sulked. 

"You're sweating.” 

"No, l'm not." 

"And shivering." 

"No, lim fucking not, alright? Leave me the hell alone!" 


A tremor cascaded down my back, making my entire body shake violently. I'm gonna pretend neither of us 


noticed that or the sheen of cold sweat gathering on my upper lip. 


She was quiet for a few minutes--the best minutes of my life--but | could hear the wheels turning in her 
head. Ass Lips had her mind set on getting messed up with me. Probably looking for another fuck before | 
inevitably kick her out. 


No way am | gonna give in though.right? Oh, fuck. Of course | am. There must be at least three grams of 


coke on the silver tray. And its free. Who wouldn't take advantage of the situation? 


Someone who has good friends that support him and a wife that.! quickly cut off my annoying inner dialogue 
and crawl across the bed to Ass Lips. 


She smiled triumphantly and gave me a dollar bill, leaning in for a kiss. Before she could reach me, five fat lines 
were already snorted and burning a trail through my sinuses. The other two are for her, though | doubt she'll 
do them all. 


| leaned back into the pillows, feeling the high rushing on. My heart gained speed, thundering like it was trying 
to burst out of my chest. Instantly, | flashed back to watching cartoons as a kid. Bugs Bunny just saw Babs for 
the first time, falling in love. His eyes popped out and heart visibly pounded in his chest. Wonder if Bugs ever 
did dope? 

Ass Lips--though right now her lips seem rather sexy--crawled on top of me. | knew she would want another 
fuck. | reciprocate her attention, hating myself for being so desperate for human contact to resort to 
groupies. 

"Turn it off" 

"Turn what off?" | said between kisses. Come on, let's fuck already. 

"The phone." 


Frowning, | try to process the gibberish she spoke. "There's a phone?" 


She nods and tells me to turn it off again. Finally the muffled ring registers in my brain. My cell must be 
buried beneath the pile of discarded clothes on the floor. 


Wriggling out from under her, | crawl off the bed and search through the mess. After fumbling with the 
offending object for a few seconds | give up and slide my finger across the rows of buttons, smiling smugly 


when it stops chirping. Whoever that was, they can wait. 


Ass Lips suddenly appears behind me, the fabric of her bra grazing my back as she peers over my shoulder. 
"You have a lot of messages." 


| guess | do. The voice mail is full, in fact. Oh well, | close the phone and replace it in my pants pocket. 
"Don't you want to know who called?" 


Not particularly. | just want to fuck you right now, but curiosity got the best of me. | have an inkling who 
most of them are from. 


The first couple are Mary, of course, which | deleted immediately and considered giving up and bashing the 
phone against the wall. Those wounds are still too fresh to think about. Best to ignore, deal with later. The next, 
from Duff, caught my attention. 


"Scott, it's 1:44 and we're wondering where you are. Call me." 


Why would he.."What day is it?" 

"What?" Ass Lips jumped back, pretending she wasn't eavesdropping. 

"Day, what day is it?" 

"Wednesday." 

"The 14th?" 

"Yeah." 

"Shit!" 

The show was last night. The hometown show all the guys were jazzed about. And | was high. Fucking hell. 


| threw the phone across the room in frustration, not at all satisfied with the soft thud as it collided with the 


carpet. 
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Somewhere between banging Ass Lip's brains out and the next two lines of coke did | realize the band had a 


press meeting this morning as well. 


| left her 20 bucks cab fare and took off. Luckily, our hotel wasn't too far from the other, classier hotel we 
were holding the "meeting". In all reality, it's just us being paraded about, proving that we are still alive and 
functioning so the record label doesn't freak. 


And fuck all if I'm not late. One hour and 42 minutes to be exact. 


The lobby is packed with reporters and journalists. What, are we the only rock band around? Well, yeah, but 


couldn't they go be interested in someone else for a change? 


Thank god no one notices me. | stand on my tiptoes and see the guys sitting at one of those long tables--the 
kind from the cafeteria in elementary school. They look nervous. Duff is drinking excessive amounts of water 


and Slash can't go a second without a cigarette in his hand. No, wait, that's normal. 


Using my super secret stealth mode, | manage to circle the outskirts of the room and get into the hall that 
leads to the stage. 


With each step, the idea of facing all the prodding questions and bright flashes becomes less and less appealing. 
But my feet are already carrying me up the stairs and into the spotlight. 


A wave a excitement rises from the sea of people, cameras flashing and reporters jotting furiously in their 
notebooks. 


No turning back now. 
Duff notices me first, jumping out of his chair and engulfing me in a suffocating strong bear hug. 


"Fuck, man," was all he said, genuinely relieved to see me, not grilling me about my blatant recklessness. The 
panic from earlier dulled. If Duff doesn't notice anything, no one will. 


Avoiding eye contact with the others, | take my seat between the bassist and Dave, preparing for a 
bombardment from the media and the band No doubt they will not be as forgiving as Duff. 


Finally, the crowd calmed down A slew of new questions arose though, all directed at me. | was honestly hoping 


the guys would help me handle some of them, but | seem to be on my own. 


Fuck. | should've brought more coke. Already my mind flooded with cravings, just another hit and I'll be better. 


Just one more, one more. 


| feel so transparent out here, in front of the world. The whole room can see the sweat beading on my 


forehead, the tremble of my hands as | sip on water. It's so obvious. 

Never should've done the cocaine. Never should've done the heroin, either. F it wasn't for that, | wouldn't have 
had to take the coke to come down from the smack and then | wouldn't have had to take more coke to come 
down from the previous dose and none of this would've happened. 

My life is all just one big fucking vicious cycle. Why the hell do | always let myself get caught in it dammit? 


l'm way too sober. 


Noticing the room is silent, looking to me expectantly, drags me out of my thoughts. Glancing around perplexed, 


Matt nudges me--hard--with his elbow. 

"Uh..can you say that again?" 

Several reporters murmur and jot in their little notepads. 

"| was asking what the best advice is you can give to other people who might be struggling with addiction" 


| stall by taking a drag off my cigarette. "To never let your mind get the best of you. Ever. To know that you 


are stronger than drugs." 


Good answer. 


PEKEE 


To be continued 


